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strous church; they stood there, in the sparkling bright-
ness of the morning, the fit signboard of a world of
wonders. . . . The land heaved up in peaks and rising
vales; it fell in cliffs and buttresses; its colour ran
through fifty modulations in a scale of pearl and rose
and olive; and it was crowned above by opalescent
clouds. The suffusion of vague hues deceived the eye;
the shadows of clouds were confounded with the artic-
ulations of the mountain; and the isle and its unsub-
stantial canopy rose and shimmered before us like a
single mass. There was no beacon, no smoke of towns
to be expected, no plying pilot. . . .

"We bore away along the shore. On our port-
beam we might hear the explosions of the surf; a few
birds flew fishing under the prow; there was no other
sound or mark of life, whether of man or beast, in all
that quarter of the island. Winged by her own impetus
and the dying breeze, the Casco skimmed under cliffs,
opened out a cove, showed us a beach and some green
trees, and flitted by again, bowing to the swell. ...
Again the cliff yawned, but now with a deeper entry;
and the Casco, hauling her wind, began to slide into the
bay of Anaho. Rude and bare hills embraced the inlet
upon either hand; it was enclosed to the landward by
a bulk of shattered mountains. In every crevice of that
barrier the forest harboured, roosting and nesting there
like birds about a ruin; and far above, it greened and
roughened the razor edges of the summit.

" Under the eastern shore, our schooner, now bereft
of any breeze, continued to creep in; the smart crea-
ture, when once under way, appearing motive in her-
self. From close aboard arose the bleating of young
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